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THE BACCHANAL OF ALEXANDER
i
A WONDROUS rumour tills and stirs
The wide Carmanian Vale;
On leafy hills the sunburnt vintagers
Stand listening ; silent is the echoing flail
Upon the threshing-floors:
Girls in the orchards one another hail
Over their golden stores.
" Leave the dewy apples hanging flushed,
Kipe to drop
In our baskets!   Leave the heavy grapes uncrushed, 10
Leave the darkened figs, a half-pulled crop,
Olive-boughs by staves unbeaten, come,
All our hills be hushed!
For a Conqueror, nay a God,
Comes into our land this day,
From the Eastern desert dumb,
That no mortal ever trod :
Come we down to meet him on his way ! "
From reddening vineyards steeped in sun,
Trees that with riches droop,                                      20
Down the green upland men and maidens run
Or under the low leaves with laughter stoop.
T. in.                             A                                 &I
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